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Author's Notes: 

This is actually one of my least favourite kinks to write but honestly, the Scandinavian metal photo thread left 
me with an idea that just wouldn't leave my head. I've actually been a fan of Amorphis since 20lb but | never 
really knew their names or faces until now, so | apologize if the dudes seem a bit 00C. This is my first stab at 
this fandom, but it was worth getting out of my comfort zone for. If you like it, that's great and | appreciate 
it. If you dont.. sorry about that, | guess. Forgive me, for | have sinned. 


Esa Holopainen never thought too much about what turned him on, or what he viewed in his partners. Sure, 
there were plenty of times where he found himself in sexual situations, many of which involved his own 
bandmates but when it came to Tomi Joutsen, he had no other choice but to give his preferences extra 


consideration. 


It started when he was cleaning up his flat the morning after Tomi left. Esa began with the bedroom so he 
wouldn't have to worry about the lack of company around the place. As he lifted the sheet off the bed to 
shake it out and smooth the wrinkles out, a few small garments unravelled themselves from the cloth and fell 


onto the mattress. 


Instead of placing the sheet back on the bed, Esa opted to fold it and put it aside. He took a closer look at the 
items, and then he came to the realization that Tomi had left his briefs and a pair of white knee socks behind. 
The thought of his partner being so forgetful entertained Esa for a brief moment before the memories of 

last night came back into his conscience. The idea of Tomi waking up in the small hours of the morning, still in 


the daze of a hangover, and leaving without his most intimate belongings made Esa chuckle to himself. 


Out of sheer curiosity, he took the pair of black boxer-briefs into his hands and let the soft, cotton fabric 
drape across them. They carried a singular vague memory from the previous night with everything else being 
dulled by his slightly disoriented state. He remembers lying on the bed, hooking his fingers around the 


waistband as Tomi knelt above him before pulling them down, everything else was a haze in that moment. 


Esa placed the underwear aside, making a mental note to give them back to Tomi once their next tour rolled 
around, or if they by chance saw each other again. Esa diverted his attention toward the pair of knee socks 
Tomi wore last night. Once he got a glimpse of them up close, Esa came to realize that by now they were 
already well worn, if the slightly discoloured white fabric was anything to go by. However, what struck him the 
most was their distinctive scent. lt was as close to Tomi as it got, as though the man was still right there 
with him, lying in his bed with his legs draped over his body and feet against his skin 


By impulse, Esa brought one of the socks to his face and inhaled deeply. At first, he cringed because of how 
potent the scent was, but then his nose adjusted to it. It exhilirated him and brought him back to that night of 


pure drunken debauchery. It was the embodiment of pure masculine sexuality. 


As his thoughts raced, he felt a familiar stir in his pants. Esa stopped what he was doing and put the sock 

back down. He was taken aback by this sudden reaction, and all of that from just sniffing Tomi's worn socks? 
His mind kept trying to comprehend what exactly was going on and why doing such a thing would turn him on. 
Esa was embarrassed and ashamed at first, but part of him wanted to keep going and learn more about the 


man he was so close to. 


Esa laid on the bed and puulled his jeans and underwear down as his half-erect cock leaned at an angle, not 
deciding if it wanted to return to its flaccid state or engorge itself. He picked up the sock again and repeated 
what he did earlier, inhaling Tomi's musk one more time. A moan slipped past his lips and he felt his cock stand 
upright and twitch for attention. He couldn't care less if this was weird or fucked up, it felt damn good. After 


all, it wasn't like anyone was around to judge him. 


Esa spit into his right hand before taking ahold of his shaft and jacking off. He kept his pace slow and 
consistent so he wouldn't bring himself to climax too quickly. After a few seconds, Esa stopped. He needed time 
to work out his newfound kink and try out some new things on himself. Esa found the other sock lying next to 
him and inserted the tip into the part that would have gone over Tomi's leg. His fingers gripped around the 


blue lines as he continued to stroke himself, and it felt more pleasurable than using his bare hand. 


Esa never thought about himself as being turned on by something like socks but when it came to Tomi, he 
was the exception to that rule. Esa could imagine Tomi wearing them as the fabric curved around his slim 
calves and down to his ankles and feet. He gasped and moan, bucking his hips upward into the sock as he 


indulged himself in the remnants of Tomi's scent. He desperately wanted Tomi back here with him, to feel his 
weight on top of his body and that deep voice whispering sweet nothings in his ear. He wanted the source of 


that divine scent near to him and his mind ensured a sufficient simulacrum for him to project his fantasy on. 
After a few minutes, Esa gave in as the orgasm that built up inside him came to a hot, shaky head. He 
groaned aloud, dampening the inside of the sock with his load and breathing into the other side one last time. 


Esa laid there for a while, moving stray blond hairs away from his sweating neck and shoulders. 


He wasn't sure whether to let Tomi know about this, or if he had to keep his filthy secret. 


